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Our wavering apparitions pass

Perplexingly, then subtly wrought

To some quite other thing by thought.

Here shall my resolution be:

The shadow of the mystery

Is haply wholesomer for eyes

That cheat us to be overwise,

And I am happy in my right

To love God's darkness as His light.

TURNER'S  OLD TEMEEAIRE

UNDER A FIGURE SYMBOLIZING THE  CHURCH

THOU wast the fairest of all man-made things;
The breath of heaven bore up thy cloudy wings.
And, patient in their triple rank,
The thunders crouched about thy flank,
Their black lips silent with the doom of kings.

The storm-wind loved to rock him in thy pines,

And swell thy vans with breath of great designs;

Long-wildered pilgrims of the main

By thee relaid their course again,

Whose prow was guided by celestial signs.

How didst thou trample on tumultuous seas,

Or, like some basking sea-beast stretched at ease,

Let the bull-fronted surges glide

Caressingly along thy side,

Like glad hounds leaping by the huntsman's knees !